for all his care this melon-pride met its Water-
loo one spring in a special box of superior seed,
started in a favored place for light and warmth,
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and to be early transplanted. Soon the tiny green
blades appeared, duly became leaflets, to the joy
of the Judge and the planter. " Those two ven-
erable heads bending "together in close scrutiny
over the young plants was a pleasant sight, in the
author's eager interest and genial sympathy of
the Judge." But alas! neither jurist nor novel-
ist was a botanist, and the triumphantly expected
melon vines basely proved after a few more days
of tender nursing to be the leaves of " that vaga-
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